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THE Ql'AKEREU fSIMDIC.
O ! not in the halls of (ho noble and proud,
Where fashion assembles her glittering crowd,
Where all is in wealth and in splendor arrav'j,
Were the nuptials performed of the meek (Quaker

maid.

Nor yet in the temple those rites which the took,
By the altar the mitre crowned bishop mid book :

Where oft in her jewels doth stand the fair bride,
To whisper those vows which through life shall

abide.

The building was humble, yet sacred to Him
Before whom the pomp of religion is dim ;

Whose presence is not to the temple confined.
But dwells with the contrite and lowly of mind.

'Twas there, all unveil'd save by modesty, stood
The Quakeress bride, in her pure satin hood ;

Her charms unadorn'd by the garland or Rem,
Yet fair as the lily just pluck'd from its stum.

A tear glwten'd bright in her dark shaded eye,
And her bosom had ulter'd a tremulous sigh,
As the hand she had pledged was confidingly given.
And the accents recorded in heaven,

I've been at the bridal where wealth spreads the
board.

Where the sparkling red winoin rich goblets was
pour'd ;

Where the priest in his surplice the ritual rend,
And the solemn response was impressively said.

I've seen the fond sire in his thin lucks of gray
(ive the pride of his heart to the bridegroom away;
While he brushed the big tear from his deep-furrow-

cheek,
And bowed the assent which his lips might not

vpeai:.

But in uM the array or the costlier scene,
Nought seem'd to my eye so sincere in its mien,
No lanquai; so fully tin1 heart to resign,
As the ljunkercss' Ufidv's ' I'nlil death I am

thine."

TO T1IK I'KVIJt AKD Alil'li.
Shall I in rhymes of measured strains,
Sing praises to thy racking pains !

Shall ( applaud thy chilling fijn,
'J'hy burning fever aching pangs 1

IVo ! Sooner furvould I devutu
My praise upon a viie t,

Or cholera's g"f, or loolh-ache- s twitching,
Or even tho Prairie's dreadful itching;
''he rheumatic pain the joints a tearing,
Tho consumption pale, the ldy wearing,
And fever, leprosy, or sin,
Or even filthy home-mad-e gin-- Yea

Ague them is no disease.
Not even bed-bun- lice or ftVas,

But what I'd have, than one small ache,
Which conies from thy infernal nlmke.

Till:' COLD sTAliE.
Thy name e'en now creates a chill.
Along my back I I", el a thrill;
My gaping yawning streatching swearing,
Shows soon the Ague will be tearing.
Thy icy touch my toes embrace,

pThe blood sod color Jeavp my face,
And hard to credit yet 'tis true,
My finger nails are turning blue,

. .My back now feels as if 'twas htcaUng,
WIsMe my whole body goes to shaking.
O dear ! stir up the lire! but first,
Bring me snmo water, for I thirst.
Now-- eiawl up and get much nearer,
Toward the blazing red hot fire,
And yet it seems to give no heat.
To warm my Freezing hands and feet.
My teeth now chnttcr 0 my (Jod!
How can I stand tins scourging rod !

TUB FEVKR STAGE.
Brlshazzer-lik- e two hours I've shook,
NiW see oiy face ! behold and look !

Now red as scarlet, see the blush,
Of Fever1 hot mid burning Hush.
My lips aro parched my brow's on fire,

'
'

While still the Fever rages higher.
I roll in anguish call for water,
The Fever goes from hot to hotter.

' . And as the wi'.heriug reptile rolls.
While laid upon the burning coals,
So utmost with expiring anguish,
I groan and writhe, and almost languish.

THE SWEATING STAGE.
But now the Fever's burning pain,
Has left me cold and weak again.
But am 1 well 1 O see the sweat,
Which makes the bed and me so wet.
That clammy, loathsome stench I smell,
Like vavors rising up from h-- ll ;
I wipe it from my brow, until,
There comes next day, another dull.

TftK K.tlMY fcVENINCJ.

A SKETCH BY MRS. C. LEE 1IENTZ.

. A pleasent little group was gathered
around uncle Ned's domestic hearth. lie
sat on one side of the fire-plac- e, opposite
aunt Mary, who, with her book in her
hand, watched her children seated nl her
table, some reading, some sewing, all oc-

cupied, but one, a child 'of larger growth,
a young lady, who being a guest in the
family, was suffered to indulge in the
pleasure of idleness without reproof.

Oh I I love a rainy evening,' said litlle
Ann, looking up from her book, and
meeting her mother's smiling glance, it is
.80 nice to sit by a good lire and hear the
rain pattering against the windows. Only
I pity ihe poor people who have no
house to cover them, to keep off the rain
and the cold,

'And I love a rainy evening, too,' cried
George, a boy of about twelve ; 'I can
study so much better. My thoughts stay
at home, and don t keep ramblig out af
ter the bright moon and stars. My heart
feels warmer and I really believe I love
everybody beter than I do when the
weather is fair.'

Uncle Ned smiled, and gave the hoy an
approving pat on the shoulder. Every
one smiled hut the young lady, who with
a languid,, idircytwo north' of rango Nti.f

five erst of the third principal meridian, 'r
the same being property of which Wil- -

liam M. Adams died seized.
. , Information relative to said real estate,

can be had by applying to
July 23.-- 61 GEO. II. NORMS.

I think it very dull and uninteresting,
indeed,' answered she : 'I always feel so
stupid, I can hardly keep myself awake.'
One cannot go abroad, or hone to see
company at home ; and one gels so tired
of seeing the same faces all the time. I
cannot imagine what George and Ann see
to admire so much in a disagreeable, rai-

ny evening like this.1
Suppose I tell you a story, to enliven

you ?' said uncle Ned.
Oh ! yes, failiei, pleas tell us a story,

exclaimed the hildren simultaneously.
Little Ann was perched upon his knee

as if by magic, and even Elizabeth moved
her chair, as if excited to some degree
of interest. George still held his book
in his hand, but his bright eyes, sparkling
with unusual animation, were rivited upon
his uncle's face.

I ant going lo tell you a story about a
rahi evening,' said uncle Ned.

'Oh ! that wi : bo so pretty '.' cried Ann
clapping her hands ; but Elizabeth's
countenance full below zero. It wa3 an
ominous annunciation.

Yes,' continued uncle Ned, a rainy
evening. Uut though clouds darker than
those which now mantle the sky were
lowering abroad, and tho rain fell heavier
and faster, the rainbow of my life was
drawn most beautifully on those dark
clouds, and its fair colors still shine most
lovely nn the sight. It is no longer how-

ever, the bow of promise, but the realiza-
tion of my fondest dreams.

George saw his uncle cast an expres
sive glance towards the handsome matron
in the opposite corner, whose color per
ceptibly heightened, and he could not for
bear exclaiming

Ah I aunt Mary is blntl ing. I under
stand uncle's metaphor. She is his rain-ho-

and he thinks life one long rainy
day.'

Not exactly so I mean your last
conclusion. Hut don't interrupt me, my
boy, and you shall hear a lesson, which,
young as you are, I trust you will never
forget, When I was a young mail I was
thought quite handsome '

4'a is as pretty as he can be now,' in-

terrupted little Ann, parsing her hand
fondly over his manly cheek. Uncle Ned
was not displeased with the compliment,
for he pressed hor closer to him, while
he continued.

Well, when I was young I was of gay
spirits, and a great favorite in society.
The young ladies liked me for a partner
in the dance, at the chess board, at the
evening walk, and I had reason to think
that several nf them would have made no
objection to lake me as a partner for life.
Among all my acquaintances, there was
no one, whose companionship was so
pleasing, as that of a maiden whose name
was Mary. Now, there are a great many
Marys in tho word, so you must not take
it for granted I mean your mother, or
aunt. At any rale, you must not look so
significant, till I have finished my story.
Mary was a sweet and lovely girl with a

current or cheerfulness running through
her disposition that made music as it
llowcd. It was nn undercurrent, however
always gentle, and kept within its legiti
mate channel; never overflowing into
boisterous mirth or unmeaning levity.
She was the only daughter of her mother,
and she a widow. Mrs. Carlton (such
was her mother 8 name,) was in lowly
circumstances, and Mary had none of the
appliances of wealth and fashion to deco-

rate her person or gild her home. A

very modest competency was all her por-

tion, and she wished for nothing more.
I have seen her in a simplo white dress,
without a single ornament, unless it was
a natural rose, transcend all the gaudy
belles, who sought by the attractions of
dress, lo win the admiration of the mul-

titude, hut, alas for poor human nature!
one nf these dashing belles so fascinated
my attention, that the gentle Mary for a
while was forgotten. Theresa Vane was
a rare piece of mortal mechanism. Her
figure was the perfection of beauty, and
she moved as if strung upon wires, so
elastic and springing were her gestures.
I never saw such luslerous hair it was
perfectly black ami shone like burnished
steel ; and then such ringlets ! Wow they
wave, and ripple down the neck '. She
dressed with the most exquisite taste,
delicacy, and neatness, and whatever she
wore assumed a peculiar grace and neat-

ness, as ifarl loved to ndoruc what nature
had madu so, fair, hut, what charmed
me most, was the sunshiny smile that
was always wailing to light up her coun-

tenance. To he sure, she sometimes
laughed a little too loud, but then her
laugh was so musical, and her teeth so
white, it was impossible to believe her
guilty of rudeness, or want of grace.
Often, when I saw her in the social circle
so brilliant and smiling, the life mid charm
of every thing around her, I thought how
happy the constant companionship of mticii
a being would make me what brightness
she would impart to the fireside of home

what light, what joy, to the darkest
scenes of existence 1

'Oh ! uncle,' inlerupted George, laugh
ing; if I were aunt Mary, I would not
let you praise any other lady so warmly
You are so taken up with her beauty, you
have forgotten all about the rainy eve
ning.'

Aunt Mary smiled, but it is more than
probable lhat George really touched one
of the hidden springs of her woman's
heart, for she looked down and said noth
ing.

'Don't be impatient,' said uncle Ned,
'and you shall not be cheated out of your
story. I began for Elizabeth s sane, rath
er than yours, and I see she is wide awake
She thinks, by this lime, I was more than
half in love with I hcicsa V ane, and she
thinks more than half right. There had
been a great many parties of pleasure,
riding parties, sailing parties, and talking
parties; and summer slipped by, and al
most unconciously. At length the an
ttimnal equinox approached and gathering
clouds, north-easter- n gales, and drizzling
rains succeeded to the soft breezes, mel-

low skies, and glowing sunsets, peculiar
to that beautiful season. For two or
three days, I was confined within doom
by the continuous rains, and I am sorry lo
confess it, but the blue devils actually got
complete possession of mc one strtded
upon my nose, another danced upon my
head, one pinched my ear, and another
turned summersets on my chin. You
laugh, little Nanny ; but they are terrible
creatures, these blue gentlemen and I
could not endure them any longer. So the
third rainy evening I put on my over coat,
buttoned it up to the chin, and taking my
umbrella in my hand, set out in the direc-
tion of Mrs. Vane's. 'Here,' thought I

as my fingers pressed the latch, 'I shall
find the moonlight smile that will illumine
the darkness of my night the dull vapors
will disperse before her radiant glance,
and ibis interminable equinoctial storm
be transformed into a mere venal shower
melting away in sunbeams in her pres-
ence.' My gentle knock not being appa-
rently heard, 1 stepped into the ante-roo-

sat down my umbrella, took off my
drenched over-coa- l, arranged my hair in
the most graceful manner, and, claiming
a privilege to which perhaps I had no le-

gitimate right, opened the door of the
family sitting room, and found myself
in the presence of the beautiful There-
sa

Hero uncle Ned made a provoking
pause.

Pray go on !'
'How was she dressed ?'
And was she glad to sec you '' assail-

ed him on every side.
'How was she dressed ?' repeated he.

I am not well skilled in the technicalities
of a ladies wardrobe, but I can give you
the general impression of her personal ap-

pearance. In the first place, there was a
jumping up and an off-han- d sliding step
towards an opposite door, as I entered ;

but a disobliging chair was in the way,
and I was making my lowest bow, before
she found an opportunity of disappearing.
Confused and mortified, tlu scarcely re-

turned my salutation, whilo Mrs. Vane
offered me a chair, mid exprefscd, in
somewhat dubious terms, their gratifica-
tion at such an unexpected pleasure. I

have no doubt Theresa wished mc at the
bottom of the frozen ocean, if I might
judge by the freezing glances she shot at
me through her long lashes. She sal
uneasily in her chair, trying to conceal
her slip-sho- d shoes, and furtively arrang-
ing her dress about the shoulders and
waist. It was a most rebellious subject,
for the body and skirt were at open war-
fare, refusing to have any communication
with each other. Where was the graceful
shape I had so much admired? In vain 1

sought its exquisite outlines in the folds of
lhat loose, slovenly robe. Where weic
those glistening ringlets, and burnished
locks, that had so lately rivalled the tres-
ses of M nlusa ? Her hair was put up in
tangled bunches behind her ears, and
tucked 11,1 behind in a kind of Gordiau
knot, which would have required the
sword of nn Alexander to untie. Her
frock was a soiled and dingy silk, with
trimmigs of shallow blonde, and a faded
fancy handkerchief was thrown over one
shoulder.

You have caught mc completely en
dishabille,' said she recovering pariially
from her embarrassment ; 'but ihe eve-

ning was so rainy, and no one but mo-

ther and myself, 1 never dreamed of such
an exhibition of gallantry as this.'

She could not disguise her vexation
with all her efforts to conceal it, and Mrs.
Vane evidently shared her daughter's
chngrin. I was wicked enough lo enjoy
their confusion, and never appeared more
at my ease, or played the agreeable with
more signal success. I was disenchanted
at once and my mind revelled in its re-

covered freedom. My goddess had fallen
from the pedestal on which my imagina

tion had enthroned her, despoiled nf the
beatiful drapery which had imparted to
her such ideal loveliness. I knew lhat I
was a favorito in the family, for I was
wealthy and independent, and, perhaps,
of all Theresa' admirers, what the world
would call the best match. I maliciously
asked her to play on the piano, but she
made a thousand excuses, studiously
keeping back the true reason, her disor-

dered attire. I asked her to play a game
of chess, but she had a headache ; she
was too stupid ; she never could do any
thing on a rainy evening.

At length I took my leave, inwardly
blessing the moving mirit which led me
abroad that night, ti A the spell which
had so long enthralled my senses was
broken. Theresa railed up one of her
lambent smiles as I bade adieu.

'Never call again on a rainy evening,
she sportively said, 'I am always so rech-edl- y

dull. I believe I was born to
live among the sunbeam, the moonlight
and the stars. Clouds will never do for
me.'

Amen !' I silently responded, as I
made good my retreat.

'The rain continued unabated, but my
social feelings were very far from being
damped. I had tho curiosity lo make
another experiment. Tho night was not
far advanced, and as I relumed from Mrs.
Vane's fashionable mansion, I saw a mod-

est light glimmering in the distance, and
hailed it as a shipwrecked mariner hails
the star that guides him homeward.
Though voting I knew there were many
rainy days in life, and thought a compan
ion who was born for sun-bea- alone
would not aid to dissipate their gloom.- -
I had, moreover, some suspicion that the
daughter who thought it a sufficient ex-

cuse for personal neglect, that there was
no one present but her mother, would as
a wife be equally regardless of a husband's
presence.

While I pursued these reflections, my
feet involuntarily drew nearer the light
which had been the loadstone of my
opening manhood. I had continued lo
meet Mary in the gay circles we frequent-
ed, but had lately become almost a stran
ger to her home. 'Shall I be a welcome
guest? Shall I find her en dishabille,
and discover that feminine beauty and
grace are incompatible with rainy eve
nings ? I heard a sweet voice reading
aloud as the door opened, and knew it
was the voice which was once music to
my ears. Mary aroso on my entrance,
laving her book quietly on the table, and
greeting mc with a modest grace and

peculiar to himself. She
looked surprised, i little embarrassed, but
very far from being displeased. She made
no allusion to my estrangement, expressed
no astonishment at my untimely visit, nor
once hinted, that, being alone with her
mother and not anticipating visiters, she
thought it unnecessary to wear the habili
ments of a lady. Never in my life had I

seen hci look so lovely. Her dress was
perfectly plain, but every fold was ar-

ranged by the hand of the graces. Her
dark brown hair, which had a natuial
wave in it, now uncurled by (he dampness
was put back in smooth ringlets from her
brow, revealing a face which did not con-

sider ils beauty wasted because a mother's
pye alone rested on its bloom. A beauti-

ful cluster of autumnal roses, placed in a

glass vase on the table perfumed the
apartment, and a bright blaze on the hearth
diffused a spirit of cheerfulness around,
while it relieved the atmosphere of its
excessive moisture. Mrs. Carlton was
an invalid, and suflered also from an

of the eyes. Mary had been
reading aloud to her from her favolite
book. What do you think it was? It
was a very old fashioned one, indeed no
other than the bible. And Mary was not
ashamed to have such a fashionable young
gentleman as I then was see what her
occupation had been. What a contrast
to the scene I had just quitted! How I

loathed myself for the infatuation which
led me to prefer the artificial graces of a

belle to this pure child of nature. I drew
my chair to the table, and en.rcatcd that
they would not look upon me as a stran-

ger, but as a friend anxious to he re-

stored lo the forfeited privileges of an old
acquaintance. I was understood in a mo-

ment, and without a single reproach, was
admitted again lo confidence and fami-

liarity. The hours I had wasted with
Theresa seemed a kind of mesmeric slum-

ber, a blank in my existence, or, at least
a feverish dream.

What do you think nf a rainy even-

ing, Mary ?' asked I before I left her.
I love it of all things,' replied she

witli animation ; 'there is something in
homedrawing, bo heart-knittin- in its in-

fluence. The dependencies which bind
us to the world seem withdrawn; and,
retiring within ourselves, wo learn
more of the deep mysteries of our own
being.

Mary' soul beamed from her eye

as it turned, with a transient obliquity to
wards heaven. She paused as if fear-

ful of unsealing the fountains of her
heart. I said that Mrs. Carlton wns an
invalid, and consequently retired early lo
her chain her ', but I lingered till a late
hour, nor did I go till I had made a full
confession of my folly, repentance, and
awakened love, and, as Mary did not shut
ihe door in my face, you may imagine she
was not sorely displeased.'

'Ah ! I know who Mary was. I knew
all the time,' exclained George, looking
archly at aunt Mary. A bright tear, which
at that moment fell into her lap, showed,
lhat though a silent, she was no uninter-
ested auditor.

'You have'nt done, father J' said little
Ann, in a disappointed lone ; 'I thought
you wero going to tell a story. You
have been talking about yourself all the
time.'

'I have been somewhat of an egotist, to

be sure my little girl, but I wanted to
show my dear young friend here how
much might depend on a rainy evening.
Life is not made all of sunshine. The
happiest and most prosperous must have
their seasons of gloom and darkness, and
woe be to those from whose souls no rays
of brightness emanate lo gild those dark-

ened hours. I bless the God of the rain
as well as the sunshine. I can read His
mercy and His love as well in the tem-

pest, whoso wings obscuro the visible
gloiies of His creation, as in the splendor
of the rising sun, or the soft dews that
descend aftet his selling radiance. I said
a rainbow was drawn on the clouds that
lowered on that eventful day, and that it
still continue to shine with undiminish-
ed beauly. Women, my children, were
sent, by God, to the rainbow of man's
darker destiny. From the glowing red,
emblematic, of love which warms and
gladdens his existence, to, the violet,
melting into the blue of heaven, sym-

bolical of the faith which links him to
a purer world, her blending virtues,
mingling with each other in beautiful
harmony, are a token of Gods mercy here,
and nn earnest of future blessing in those
regions where no rainy evenings ever
come to obscure the brightness of eternal
day.

The Mackerel Fiaberf,
The last number of tho North American Re

view contain an excellent article on the subject

of the fisheries of New England, trom which we

extract tho following iulcre. ting description of the

mackerel fishery :

"The mackerel is ono of the most beau-

tiful fish that tho sea affords. Its habits
are continually changing, ami, with them,
the modes of catching it. Fifty years af-

ter the settlement of Plymouth, the prac-

tice prevailed of taking it by seines in

moonlight; and seines arc still used to

great advantage and extent in some parts
of Nova Scotia. The fishermen of New
England, at the present time, use the
hook principally, though there aro indica-

tions that some other means must be re-

sorted to, or the business be abandoned.
When first seen upon the coast in the
spring, the fish is thin, and voyages in

quest of it hardly pay their expenses,
even when full fires are obtained. The
course of our fishermen in pursuit nf the
mackeiel, is commonly as follows : They
seek for, and generally find it, in the vi-

cinity of the capes of ihe Delaware, about
the month of May ; and, following it
north and east, as the season advances,
ihey "make fares" in the hay of Cha-leu- r

in September, and sometimes in the
latter bay and gulf of St. Lawrence in the
month of October. More frequently,
however, ihey are following it on its re-

turn west and south, before the equinoc-
tial g:de. They seldom pursue it furth-

er in autumn than the capes of Massachu-
setts, or the shoals of Nantucket. Al
lime, great quantities are taken all along
the coast in small boats ; and landsmen,
women, and children leave their accus
tomed employments, and, by the use of
pans, baskets, trays, pitchforks, and the
like show how true it is, "that necessity
is the mother of invention."

The master of the mackerel vessel, af
ter reaching some well known resort of
iho fish, furls all his sails except the
mainsails, brings his vessel's bow to the
wind, ranges his screw at proper inteivals
along one of her sides, and without a

mackerel in sight, attempt to raise a
school or shoal, by throwi. over bait.
If he succeeds to his wishes, a scene en-

sues which can hardly be described, but
which it were worlh a trip to the fishing
ground to witness. We have heard more
than one fisherman say, that he had caught
sixty mackerel in a minute; and when he
was told, that, at lhat tale, he had taken
ihirty-si- x hundred in an hour, and lhat,
with another person ns expert, he would
catch a wholo fare in a single day he
would reject the figures, as proving noth-

ing beyond a wish lo undervalue his skill.
Certain it is, lhat some nclive young men
will haul in and jerk off a fish, and throw

out the line for another, with a single mo
tion ; and repeat the act, In so rapid snci
cession, that their arms seem continually
on the swing. To be high-lim- e is ari
object of earnest desire nmong the ambi
tious ; and the muscular ease, the preci-
sion and adroitness of movement; which"
such men exhibit in the strife are admira-
ble. While the school remains along
side, and will take ihe hook, the excite-
ment nf the men, and the rushing noise"
of the fish in their beautiful and manifold
evolutions in the water, arrest the atten-
tion of the most careless observer. Of-
tentimes the fishing ceases in a moment,
as if put an end to by magic ; tho fish,
according to the fisherman's conceit;
panic stricken by the havoc among them,'
suddenly disappear front sight.

Eight, ten, and even twelve thousand
have been caught, and must now be
"dressed down." This process covers
the persons of the crew, the deck, the
tubs, and everything near, with blood
and garbage , and, as it is often performed
in darkness and weariness, and under tho
reaction of overtasked nerves, and the
gentleman or amateur fhher, who hither-- '
to has seen and participated in nothing
but keen sport become disgusted. They
ought to remember, that in the recrea-
tions of manhood, as those of you ill, the
toil of hauling the hand-sle- d up hill is,
generally, in proportion to tho steepness
and slipperincss which give the pleasu-
rable velocity down.

The approach of night, or the disap-
pearance of the maskerel closing all labor
with the hook and the line, the fish, as
they are dressed, are thrown into casks of
water, to rid them of blood. The deck
is then cleared and washed ; the mainsail
is hauled down, and the foresail is hoist-
ed in ils stead ; a lantern is placed in the
rigging ; a watch is set to salt the fish and
keep a lookout for the night ; and the mas-

ter and the remainder of the crew, at a
lalo hour, seek repose. The earliest
gleams of light find the anxious master
awake, hurrying forward preparations for
the morning's meal, and making other ar-

rangements for a renewal of the previous
day's work. But (he means which were
so successful then, fail now, and perhaps'
for days to come ; for the capricious crea-

tures will not take the hook nor can all
the art of the most sagacious and exper?--'

enced induce them to bite. Repeating
however, the operations which wc have
described, from tune to lime, and until rt

load has been obtained, or until the mas-

ter becomes discouraged or his provisions
are consumed, the vessel returns to port,
and hauls in at the inspector's wharf;
where the fish, many or few, are landed,'
sorted into three qualities, weighed, re-

packed, d, and In two
or three days, she is refitted and nn her
way to the fishing ground. Meanwhile,'
the owner, and all others who inquire,
"what luck," learn from some wise "old
salt," (and there is always a Sir Oracle)
how much knowledge the mackerel havo
aqcuired since the previous season. Hav-

ing been thus employed until the cold
weather approaches, or the fish leave tho
coast, the smaller vessels haul up, and
their fkippers pass the winter in cracking
nuts, relating stories, and accounting for
bad voyages, or boasting of good ones j
while the larger vessels go south, and en-

gage in freighting.
The bait which we have said, is thrown

overboard to attract the fish lo the surface,'
is usually con posed of small mackerel, or
salted hertings cut in small pieces. As
economy and success alike require a care-- '

ful use of it, ihe master seldom allowat
other hands than his own to dispose of it.-I- t

was formerelly ihe duty of the mail
who kept the watch on deck, in the night
lo cut the bail on a block, hut the bait-mi- ll

lias taken the place of this noisy anJ
tedious process. Nothing certainly, in
the lime of any fisherman now living, has
occasioned so much joy as its introduc-
tion. This labor-savin- g sleep promoting
machine, as constructed at first, was cx-tree-

simple. It was a box, which;
was made on end, and a crank projecting'
through the side, while internally it had
a wooden roller armed with small knives,
in rows, so arranged, lhat when the toN
ler wns turned, tho fish to be ground or cut
up should undergo tho operation by
coming between these rows of, knives and
others which were ntranged along a board
lhat slonped towards the bottom.

As already remarked, tho mackerel
fishery is as old as any other, and was
commenced in Massachusetts. This state
not only took the lead, but retains it

The business has been extensive and suc-

cessful ; at the present it is diminishing.'

As the sun in all his splendor was peep
ing over tho eastern hill, a newly married
man exclaimed 'Tho glory of the world
is rising." His wife,, who happened to
be getting up, taking the compliment to
herself, simpered out "what would you
sny, my dear, if I had my silk gown on V


